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The child of the flowery quiver and bow, 

Delighting to roam in the gardens below, 

From the throne of his mother flew swiftly away 
To visit the earth on a bright sunny day. 

He knew that the Roses and Lilies grew there— 

That those Roses were sweet and those Lilies were fair 
And as soon as the gay golden meads were in sight 
Love flutter’d his little blue wings with delight! 

For the face of all nature was smiling and glad, 

Her mountains and valleys were verdantly clad; 

And Summer had strew’d with a liberal hand 
Her beautiful ornaments over the land ! 

And he long’d for those fragrant and delicate flowers 
To live in Elysium and bloom in his bow’rs, 
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Saying surely each blossom would exquisite be 
Were the sprig my own planting and nurtur’d by me. 

The pinions of Love far swifter than wind. 

Had left all the breezes of morning behind ; 

But Frolic and Fancy continued their sway 
One sat on his wings, and one guided his way: 

They are favourite playmates of Venus’s son, 
Projecting his pastimes and leading him on. 

Now being on mischievous pleasure intent, 

Consulting them whither his course should be bent. 
They show’d him a garden and bade him explore, 

Love laugh’d at the lock and brokfe open the door; 
Then enter’d in triumph, for Beauty was there, 

And flow’rets of loveliness perfumed the air: 

And the birds amid blossoms were warbling their lays 
Till the little god thought they were singing his praise. 


Now slily he peep’d in the bee-hives to see 
How honey was made by the labouring bee. 



















3 


Now search’d the Campanula’s silvery cell 
Where he fancied the Fairies might possibly dwell: 
And chasing the Dragon-flies ! beautiful things ! 
Most cruelly dipt many gossamer wings; 

And pilfer’d the down the bright Butterflies wear, 
To powder his pinions and make them as fair! 


Then out of the quiver gold arrows were drawn, 

And the point of each weapon was tipt with a thorn; 
The shafts were well aim’d and they speedily flew 
Where the choicest of Flora’s own favourites grew: 
Till many a beauty was touch’d by the dart, 

And many were wounded with infinite art; 

Whilst others more lovely, more fragrant or gay, 
The Archer most archly, then carried away: 

For the child of the bow loves to pilfer and steal, 
And always endeavours his thefts to conceal. 


The arrows of Cupid thus scatter’d around, 

By Flora, the queen of the garden, were found, 
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When she roam’d with her Sylphs, in the ev’ning hours, 
To fold up the leaves of her delicate flow’rs: 

For as soon as we lose the bright lustre of day, 

When the crimson of evening is changing to grey, 

And the curtain of hea ’n grows sable in hue, 

She feeds them with honey and bathes them in dew ! 

But sore was her anger and sad her dismay, 

To find how her flow’rets had faded away; 

How many were wounded and droop’d on the stem, 

And she wish’d Beauty’s child might be wither’d like them; 
Nay, she vow’d she would make the young Archer repent, 
That his arrows were plum’d or his little bow bent— 

But she sought him in vain—the truant had flown 
To play with the Graces round Venus’s throne! 

The wrath of that goddess ’twere rash to incur, 

To offend the fair child, would draw clouds upon her ; 

For once, when a Rose proffer’d honey to sip 
The Bee most indignantly stung his red lip ; 

And thus, to avenge him, the stings of the Bees 
By Venus were turn’d into thorns on the trees. 

Besides it was known Love was jealous of late, 

No card had been sent him to Flora’s last Fite ; 
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DOTS, 


them; 

epent, 


Tho’ the urchin had often been heard to declare, 

No F£te could be perfect if he were not there. 

And it certainly sounds and does seem very strange,— 
When the goddesses met to decide and arrange, 

Who should be invited, and who should be not , 

That one so important could e’er be forgot. 

Perhaps they fancied him blind, but we certainly know 
Love never was blind, tho’ he renders us so : 

Or how could the boy with so matchless an art, 

Just strike whilst it flutters an innocent heart ? 

Perchance they might deem him too young to appear, 
Like the seedlings they nurse for a forthcoming year: 
And were the soft wings of the scion unfurl’d 
They could not endure the chill blasts of the world. 

Be this as it may, Love could very well see— 

Could distinguish a beautiful flow’ret or tree ! 

For strong were his pinions and bright were his eyes, 
When he flew to that F6te in a flow’ry disguise, 

And Fancy conducted him there, as a Sprite, 

Whilst the Fairies were dancing their rounds in the night ; 
And found him a hiding place under the Bose 
Where Silence and Secrecy often repose ! 


i— 
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And he toy’d with the Cowslip and Primrose all day, 
For they represent Childhood —and children love play! 


The goddess with sorrow and cares overcome, 

Flew back to the Fields of Elysium, her home; 

But cares cannot enter a region so fair, 

And they dropp’d one by one as she mounted in air : 

She summon’d her Nymphs to a council of state, 

Around her the Sylphs and Aeriels await, 

Who always are hovering nigh to fulfil 
The task she assigns them, and flee at her will. 

To each and to all is some mission assign’d, 

They are borne thro’ the world, on the wings of the wind; 
They ride on the sunbeams and traverse the earth, 

To guard it from pestilence, famine and dearth ; 

Strewing sweets as they fly, o’er the hill and the dale, 
Planging pearls on the Lily that grows in the vale, 

And painting the gardens, and clothing the trees, 

To those giving colours, and blossoms to these ! 

Some streak the gay Tulip and perfume the Rose, 

Or watch o’er the tender young plant as it grows; 
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lay, 

play! 


Whilst others fresh wreaths for the Muses entwine, 
And garlands of beauty, they weave for the Nine ! 


They protect the young blooms from the Fairy and Fay 
Who trip o’er the branches in frolicsome play, 

For “under the blossom” that hangs on the tree 
Still sportive as ever, will Ariel be. 


The Iris commission’d on errands above, 

Was quickly dispatch’d with a message of love 

To Cupid the culprit, to call him away 

From Venus, the Graces, his loves and his play : 

To the court of queen Flora who bade her prepare 
New toys and new pleasures to welcome him there. 

Now Cupid has conscience, tho’ perhaps it is small, 
(But ’tis well if he have any conscience at all) 

He knew the sad havoc his arrows had made, 

And the eye of the goddess, he fain would evade; 
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But her mandate was come, and alas ! he must go, 
So sighing, he snatch’d up his little bright bow ; 
With this weapon, said he, I am Cc Cupid all arm’d,” 
And why should a hero like me be alarm’d ? 

I broke the strong thunder-bolts forged for old Jove, 
They yielded like twigs to the arm of young Love ; 
So pluming his pinions, he stretch’d them and smil’d 
As they bore off to Flora, the beautiful child ! 


The wrath of the goddess had vanish’d away 
Like a cloud passing swift o’er the sunshine of May, 
And calm and serenely her countenance shone, 

For the storm had subsided, the tempest was gone. 
Boy of Beauty, she said, in the accents of love, 

Were thine arrows e’er pointed at Venus’s Dove ? 

Oh no! he replied, ’tis an innocent thing, 

Yet I once pluck’d a feather or two from its wing; 
And Venus, my mother, was greatly enrag’d, 

And kept me awhile, as a captive encag’d: 

The Graces then call’d me a mischievous child 
And whimpled, and whining, and wayward, and wild! 
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And then they declar’d I was idle and sly, 

While they fondled the Dove with the pretty pink eye 
And they said it was plaintive and innocent too, 

An emblem of Constancy all the world through. 

In vain I assur’d them that never could be, 

’Twas an attribute always pertaining to me; 

And while in my prison, the motto I wore, 

But lost it as soon as I pass’d the cage door: 

When Venus releas’d me and set my wings free, 

I flutter’d and dropt it, alas ! in my glee. 

Then I flew to the flower where Constancy dwells 
And bade the Campanula shake her Blue-hells , 

And proclaim that the motto which now is the Dove’s, 
By all that is right ought to be little Love’s. 


The tale pleas’d the goddess who playfully smil’d 
To hear how fair Venus imprison’d her child, 
Then darting upon him a glance from an eye 
As bright as the sun and as blue as the sky— 
Young truant, she cried, if thou lay by thy bow 
To the garden of Beauty together we’ll go ; 








10 


And there for the theft of the Dove to atone, 

Select a sweet flow’ret and make it thine own. 

But promise, and let not that promise be vain, 

That no more thou wilt shoot in my bow’rs again. 
Or I’ll break thy gold darts and clip thy bow-string 
And ev’ry soft feather I’ll pluck from thy wing; 
Then ne’er wilt thou stretch them to soar in the air, 
And Psyche a garland of willow must wear— 

But if with my wish, thou wilt freely comply, 

To the land of delight we will presently fly ; 

Since Constancy’s flow’ret is claim’d by the Dove 
There find a meet emblem of Beauty and Love. 
And give it that motto, declare it to be 
E’er sacred to Yenus, and sacred to thee ! 


The child was delighted, the grievance was heal’d, 
The truce and conditions were presently seal’d ; 

The question was now, whether Flora should call 
Her subjects to come to a breakfast or ball ? 

Should they borrow the light of the Sun or the Moon, 
And send invitations for Evening or Noon ? 
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So after a great length of flow’ry debate 

They issued their cards for a Fanciful F&te 

To commence with the day, at the note of the Lark, 

And to close with the twilight before it grew dark : 

For the flow’rs of Flora look fairest in light 

Tho’ the beauties of art may eclipse them at night, 

But these very rarely are seen in the day, 

For they seldom come out, till the Sun is away ; 
Avoiding alike both the light and the dew, 

No freshness they bear, and no brightness of hue! 


Spring fashion’d the dresses with exquisite skill, 

She ranks at the head of Couturiferes still: 

She formed the costumes, by her hand they were made, 
And the Sun in pure courtesy lent her his aid ! 

Sweet Summer work’d early and late at her part, 

And finished her portion with wonderful art: 

She embroider’d the chapeaux and made all the flow’rs, 
She furnish’d the wreaths for the roseate hours; 

And many a garment which niggardly Frost 
Had lock’d up so long ’twas considered as lost, 
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Came forth once again looking splendid and gay, 
And quite the fit thing for the Fete of the day ! ’ 
For old fashion’d plants which old characters bore, 
They suited so well, having worn them before: 

The dresses of Fancy were beautiful too. 

Some freshly imported and all of them new: 

The colours well chosen, well blended and bright 
Such as purple and gold, red, crimson and white 
Whilst Morning lent many a jewel and gem, 

■to sparkle away in a dew diadem. 


A midsummer day when all nature is fair, 

M hen breezes are balmy and sweet is the air, 

Was the season that Flora had fixed for her FWe, 

For Spring was too early and Autumn too late. 

She knew little of Winter except that his frown, 

So, . t0 Wush th ° 'eaves to turn brown; 

And Cupid loves sunshine and never could brook, 

Cold weather, cold words, or a cold icy look ' 
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rown; 


’Twas decreed from the first, that the Sun should adorn 
The garden for Flora, and spread out her lawn, 

With carpets of velvet-like verdure and flow’rs 
Besprinkled on earth in luxuriant show’rs. 

Each morn ’twas observ’d that at day break he rose, 

And he shorten’d his hours of seeming repose 
To accomplish his task, and to make the world gay, 

For Flora’s reception—Love’s jubilee day! 

First lighting his torch, as he rose from his bed, 

The flames made his chambers look fiery and red ; 

And straightway he sent out, this powerful light 
To replace the pale lamp of the guardian of night: 

Then hasted the gates of the east to unfold, 

To display to the world his bright palace of gold, 

’Mid mountains and plains of rich purple and grey, 
Which seem to belong to the temple of day; 

Where the lucid and radiant tints of the sky 
With the Topaz, the Ruby, and Amethyst vie ! 

And all that looks happy and glad to the sight, 

Succeeds the dark shades of the empire of night. 














From these realms of the morn, as the queen of the east 
Did the goddess of Flow’rs step forth to her feast, 

„ Attended by Sylphs and Aerial quires 
A numerous band with their silvery lyres ; 

And Cupid stood waiting impatient to go. 

With his little blue wings but no quiver or bow ; 

When the harbinger Skylark was heard in the sky, 

And was soaring, and rising, and singing on high 
Whilst mounting thro’ aether he w 7 arbled away 
His sweet serenade to the palace of day. 

And the star of the morning was still to be seen 
When the rosy Aurora went forth with the queen, 

When the beautiful Flora, and Cupid or Love, 

Were conducted by her from their regions above. 

And the hours flew swiftly and made them their care, 
Waving garlands and wreaths as they pass’d thro’ the air: 
No Sprite did they meet, no Fairy or Fay, 

These elfins had flown at approach of the day; 

Yet the dew on the grass and dark circlets of green 
Shew d where Mab and her own tiny people had been— 
Where they danc’d in the night, for their revels they keep, 
By the light of the Moon, when the world is asleep. 
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Wild beauties were summon’d and sprung from their beds 
As the hours of Summer flew over their heads, 

The gales caught up all that were lovely and sweet, 

To present to the goddess and strew at her feet; 

Whilst the Harebells , tho’ lowly, still constant and true 
Saluted young Love with their bonnets of blue. 


And the beautiful Iris appear’d with her bow, 

In colours, which only the Sun can bestow; 

She bore from bright Phoebus a message to say, 

Pie would grace with his presence the rest of the day. 
Then myriads of rays more brilliant than gold, 

The scenes of Elysium dart forth to unfold. 


’Twas Adonis’s garden and Beauty’s delight, 

Where no clouds intervene and the Sun’s ever bright, 
Whose banks are enamell’d with all that is rare, 

And flow’rets of loveliness fairer than fair; 

And never are found in this region below : 
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Not Fancy herself such embroidery can paint, 
Her hand is too feeble, her colours too faint. 


But there we are told ’mid Arcadian bow’rs 
Dwells the genius of Plants and the angel of Flow’rs, 
And there in a grove of green Myrtle alone 
Bose the temple of Flora, the goddess’s throne ; 
Commanding the garden, the beautiful scene, 
Prepar’d for young Cupid, the guest of the queen; 
Who shrewdly suspecting the truant would stray 
Now begg’d his attendance as page for the day. 

Love peevishly cried, am I thus to be bound 
Whilst Beauty unheeded is blushing around ? 

No, no, I’m a god and delight to be free, 
Hyacinthean fetters shall never bind me. 

And have I not promis’d my Psyche to bring 
A wreath for her brow from the garland of Spring ? 

111 seek for the Hose , the Forget-me-not too , 

The lovely Carnation which borrows my hue , 

The Lily , the Pink , and the Heliotrope flow’r, 

And an Eglantine sprig from the Paphian bow’r. 
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I’ll entwine the gay Tulip, the Myrtle and May 
With a Rose that can tell, what the Tulip would say. 
When this bouquet of sweets I have sought and have found 
And with Tendrils of Woodbine encircled around 
I’ll present it to Psyche, my love to disclose. 

For sure there is “Love in the breath of the Rose 
And thy language fair Flora, all language excels, 

What no words can express, in sweet silence it tells ! 

Then sounds of soft music were heard in the grove 
Pan piping on Reeds to amuse little Love, 

Whilst Eolus gently stole down from the skies 
To give the guests pleasure and Flora surprise; 

With his harp, he conceal’d himself under the trees, 

Till discover’d by Zephyr, a whispering breeze: 

The god of the Winds was soon known to be there 
By the waving of bonnets and caps in the air ! 

A mark of respect the plants never forget, 

They bow at his presence whenever he’s met. 


c 
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O’er the bower of Flora a Chesnut Tree spread 
In splendour and pomp its luxuriant head; 

’Twas cover’d with blossoms which made it appear 
Like a lustre of pearl or a vast chandelier. 

And nigh to the Chesnut a Juniper threw 
Protection around the sweet spot where it grew, 
And the goddess’s temple, her evergreen throne, 
With Vervain and Scarlet Ipomea o’ergrown, 

Stood richly enwreath’d with each odorous flow’r, 
The brightest of buds, and the gems of the bow’r; 
And the hours of morn that preceded her way 
Had strew’d with Red Roses, the paths of the day; 
And lightly Love tript o’er the Rose without Thorn 
The pleasures of Childhood are Roses of Morn. 


The goddess here sounded her silvery shell, 

Till echo resounded thro’ mountain and dell, 

And Zephyrus hearing the signal of state 
Flew in haste to unbar and throw open the gate, 
To receive the fair guests and then softly proclaim, 
The mottos and titles of each as they came. 
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For Spring was approaching admission to gain, 

With the infantine flow’rets she brings in her train ; 
And the flowers of Summer were coming so fast, 

They would be at the gate ’ere the others had pass’d ; 
So Flora was graciously pleas’d to declare 
To the Zephyrs around that were clearing the air, 

That whatever their splendour, their tribe or condition 
She gave to the Seasons an equal admission. 

As the Spring and as Summer and Autumn descend 
Admit them, she said, that their colours may blend: 
When Nature is beaming, below and above, ' 

With rapture and joy, and with beauty and love, 

’Tis befitting and meet that my glitt’ring care, 

Uniting their odours, should perfume the air; 

I have summon’d them all to appear at my F&te, 

’Tis my will they should come whether early or late: 
For once then let Autumn her colours display 
’Mid the children of June and the infants of May ! 

Go haste ye bright Sunbeams, flee swiftly and fling 
The portals wide open, to welcome the Spring, 

Be the gates of the South too unfolded to-day, 

That Summer may enter with all that is gay: 
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And Autumn resplendent in golden attire 
Will follow ensuite, in a chariot of fire! 

But if the glad harbinger Snow-drop appear 
With its train of small florets, first gems of the year, 
’Tis the emblem of Hope and has dropt from her wing, 
Give precedence to Hope and the Herald of Spring! 


The words of the goddess were heard and obey’d— 
The Snow-drop was there like a bride all array’d; 
Her entree was gladly announc’d by the gale, 

As she timidly peep’d thro’ a snowy white veil: 

Her appearance was hail’d and her beauty admired, 
Till she bow’d her meek head, bade adieu and retir’d. 
As one of her train came a small Fairy Knight, 

The Crocus , whose motto is, “ all that is bright.” 
And Hepaticas wearing the heavenly hue 
Emblematic of Hope and of Confidence too. 


Sweet Violet enter’d with Modesty's mien, 
Having bloom’d in the shade as a beauty unseen: 






















Now charming all hearts, throwing gladness around, 
Like a gem that was lost, unexpectedly found. 

Love smil’d at this flow’ret for once when he flew 
O’er the odorous bank where the Violet grew; 

He met with the Zephyrs who told him a tale 
Of fragrance and sweetness borne off by the gale; 
Till the Violet laughing, confessed with her eye 
’Twas bestow’d as a gift on a gale passing by. 


Mezereon travell’d thro’ frost and thro’ wet 
And acted as usual the little Coquette : 

With garlands of flow’rs now wreathing her head, 
Now decking it richly with berries of red ; 
Resolv’d o’er all hearts to establish her sway, 

She varies for ever the dress of the day. 


Then came in Narcissus who droop’d from the hour 
He descried his own Beauty—now chang’d to a flower 
Retaining the emblem, his motto of old, 

He was Self-love and Vanity drest out in gold. 
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The Pansey as Heartsease, well acted her part, 

And offer’d relief to the wounds of the heart ; 

Love in Idleness, one of her numerous names, 

(Tho’ cited by Shakespeare himself) she disdains 
With the little sly god, she seem’d much bprit, 

For she gave him a flow’ret and said “ think of me.” 


Then follow’d a group by simplicity clad 
As emblems of Happiness, joyous and glad! 

When Zephyr announc’d them he bade the plants hail 
“The sweet little Lilies that grow in the Yale I” 

They told that the fair fruits of promise would grow, 
And they spoke of much Happiness beaming below: 
But that lovely. Exotic , celestial by birth, 

Forms beautiful buds, which ne’er blossom on earth. 
’Tis the fragrance of Heav’n that perfumes its breath 
With exquisite sweetness most perfect in death. 



A procession of flowers now coming in view, 
Excited surprise, it was something so new : 
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The Lucerne advancing declar’d he was there 
As Life’s representative; destin’d to bear 
From the seedling of Heaven transplanted in mould, 
Such fruit as no mortals (while mortals) behold. 

Then a path was mark’d out for Life’s pageant to pass, 
It commenc’d with soft Moss and luxuriant Grass, 
And was studded with flowers of roseate hue 
To recreate Childhood and Infancy too. 

It thence became serpentine, rugged, forlorn, 

Perplext with the Thistle , the Brier and Thorn, 

And many a pebble, and many a stone, 

In the pathway of Life were incessantly thrown. 


First enter’d the Daisy, or eye of the day 
As Infantine Innocence, smiling and gay; 

Then follow’d, protected by Zephyr’s soft wing, 

Sweet Childhood, the Primrose, a nursling of Spring, 
The Lilac in White, emblematic of youth, 

With Bitter-sweet Nightshade to represent Truth, 
And Manhood succeeded, which part was pourtray’d 
By plants in perfection, and blossoms array d ; 
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In the pathway of Truth follow’d cheerful Old Age , 

The Michaelmas Daisy with Salvia or Sage; 

The last was esteem and one plainly might see 
Their prop was a branch of the sweet Olive Tree: 

At the end of Life’s path they were hid from our view 
Beneath the dark shade of the Cypress and Yew, 
Where the Amaranth wav’d its bright leaves in the air, 
And tho’ lost to the sight, ’twas known where they were. 
Life’s pageant here ended, and as it mov’d on 
Love utter’d encore —but the Lucerne was gone. 


Ah! Beauty is fleeting, a wither’d Bose said, 

As she droop’d on the stem, her once beautiful head; 
With sadness her dead leaves dropt down in a show’r. 
Exciting the pity of many a flow’r: 

Till the sweet little plant that is call’d Mignonette, 
Whose delicate fragrance we ne’er can forget, 

Then caught the poor leaves as they fell in her arms 
And said that “ their virtues surpass’d their lost charms .” 
The Ivy observ’d, when he saw the sad fall, 

“ What sweet recollections those Bose leaves recall; 
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Busy Merriry has always a vast deal to say, 

And spoke of past seasons the whole of the day: 

’Tis the tree of the mind, and where e’er it takes root, 
It clings very closely, as none can dispute: 

In sunshine this evergreen often will fade, 

But it grows, and it lasts and delights in the shade, 
aii, 
at, 

Now the goddess of Flowers by Zephyr was told 
That banners were flying with mottos of gold, 

And a glitt’ring pageant more splendid and gay 
Than that which the Lucerne brought forward to-day, 
Was coming, with joy, to the goddess’s bow’r, 

With the bright Crown Imperial, the ensign of power. 
The Angrec , said Royalty made itif approach, 

And requested no plant would presume to encroach. 
Curiosity then or the Sycamore Tree, 

Determin’d to plant herself where she could see, 

And old Misletoe climb’d o’er the top of a wall, 

HI," Some obstacles met, and surmounted them all. 

The flowers bow’d down at her majesty s name, 

The trees in the grove wav’d their arms as she came ; 
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And Flora and Cupid arose from the throne, 

Due homage to pay to the sovereign they own. 

The Sun at this moment attain’d its full height, 

And shot forth its rays more resplendent and bright; 
Then the Hose and the Shamrock and Thistle entwin’d, 
Came floating and streaming away in the wind, 

To wave on those banners and join in that crown, 

Which for ages has given Great Britain renown. 

To the Hose of old England obesiance was made, 

To the Thistle of Scotland all honor was paid; 

And the emerald Shamrock as green as its Isle , 

Was greeted and courted with many a smile. 


Then Majesty enter’d with every grace, 

And virtue that long have distinguished her race, 

Which the noble White Lily did aptly pourtray, 

With her unspotted leaves, just expanded to-day, 

Like the wings of an angel, spread over the earth, 

0 er the ground where she grew, and the land of her birth. 
In the suite of the Lily came all that is fair, 

Exotics in bloom and the plants of the air , 
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And those which the mountainous regions supply, 
To bloom as it were ’twixt the earth and the sky! 
And the Fuschias around were in waiting upon her, 
These elegant flowers were maidens of honor; 

And the beauteous Moss Rose , the emblem of Joy , 
Of Pleasure usullied , that knows not alloy, 

The bosom of Royalty begg’d to adorn, 

For she never could plant in that bosom a thorn! 


As the Rose is a queen, ’twas thought to be meet, 

The emblem of Joy should be rais’d to that seat. 

’Twas blooming in sunshine ! the canker-worm, ne , 
Had never been traced on its delicate leaf, 

For the Moss had protected its stem from the wind, 
Like, the love of a mother , e’er watchful and kind ! 


“ Speedwell!” cried Veronica faithful and true , 

As she stood on her bank in a vesture of blue ; 

“ Long life!" cried the Fig, and the whispering Beech, 
Then prompted the Lotus's eloquent speech, 













0f . glory, peace, strength , and duration it spoke, 
For the Laurel, the Olive and old English Oak’ 


The pageant now ended, like all that is bright, 

As transient, as fleeting, as human delight! 

Yet ere it had pass’d the green avenues through, 

Love follow’d, half sighing, and whisper’d adieu.' 

Then, sorrow forgetting, he chased a fleet hour 

But to stop one were hopeless—not Love hath the power! 

Flora charged all the Sylphs of the air in their flight, 

To guard the fair Lily from mildew and blight, 

To spread o’er her petals their gossamer wings. 

When the dew-drops descend and the Nightingale sings, 
That nothing come nigh where the White Lily grows, 
Save the south wind of Summer, the sunshine and Eose. 
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The Acanthus renown’d for its beautiful parts 
Came in as the emblem of Science and Arts , 

’Twas discover’d of old, o’er a trophy of grief' 

Where the Graces in tears, must have cultur’d the leaf; 





































Now exalted in station the foliage is found, 
On Corinthian columns recoiling around: 
As an exquisite model ’twas never surpast, 
’Tis a beautiful leaf and its fashion will last. 


The Eglantine sent from Eratos green bow’r 
Appear’d as a Muse ox poetical flower. 

Angelica also sublimely inspir'd 
With genius (the Plane-tree ) was duly admir d; 
They came in together and often are found 
Growing near to each other and on the same ground. 


Circcea, a spell , was encircled around 
With magical cords which the Fairies had wound. 
Love look’d at the Sorceress with scorn in his eye, 
And how dare she, he cried, with my witcheries vie 
In working by mystic, and magic, and darts, 

And various enchantments and curious arts 
Of charms and devices, I leave her to tell, 

But I can at my mill borrow Venus s spell 
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The Cestus of Love—irresistible zone, Tho’ 

Which the goddess of beauty e’er wears on her throne. Toei 

And 

Be 

Next came the proud Hollyhock waving its head, But ' 

With the bright Amaryllis array’d in her red, The! 

For Ambition is still the attendant of Pride , Helu 

And if not her sister, is nearly allied! Daei 

Till the Broom as Humility swept them away, And: 

Saying, “ flowers and honors endure but a day!” Whil 

The beautiful Stocks, then on hearing this said, Until 

Grew crimson and white, as they rose from their bed. Aspir 

For “ Beauty is lasting ,” they seem to declare 
To the Beetles of earth and the Moths of the air! 

But the Amaranth told them their colours would fail, The I 

And their perfume and fragrance be lost to the gale j Came 

Whilst he as immortal would ever be found Fascii 

In verdure and bloom all the four seasons round. Thev 

Then Envy (the Bramble) demanded his name, Thej 

For the Stocks begg’d to know whence the Amaranth came. <htai 

Immortality said, I am not of the earth, The 8 

My origin’s heaven, for there was my birth ; Twas 

5 
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Tho’ my green leaves are sometimes rais’d over the tomb, 
To enliven its darkness and dissipate gloom; 

And oft have my seedlings been planted below 
Where perhaps for a season they flourish and grow; 

But I blossom aloft, and my foliage shades 
The fountain of Life, where no flow’ret e’er fades. 
Helianthus was sent from the great orb of day 
Due homage to Flora, its goddess to pay; 

And it bow’d in devotion its beautiful head 
Whilst rays of gold sunshine upon it were shed; 

But its eye, like a star most resplendently bright 
Aspiring to heaven still turns to the light. 


The Pinks as Affection —an exquisite group, 

Came encircled together, and link’d in a loop. 
Fascination and charms were observ’d in their air 
They are tokens of love—and Love's motto they bear ! 
The goddess appear’d much diverted to see 
Great Dignity's garb on a little Clove Tree ; 

The Sardony said, with ironical tone, 

; Twas quite the quintescence of taste she had shewn. 
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The Clove Tree was wounded and piquantly said. 
With dignified air and a toss of her head, 


Tho’de 


Wen 


My extraction is good and most highly I’m prized, 

And am sought for my virtues, whilst thou art despis’d. 
The Orchis came forth from the marshes as Error , 


Ike Pii 
And thi 


The Sensitive Plant as the emblem of Terror; 

Horror brought up the rear, with Grief and Despair, 

In the garbs which the Cactus and Marigold wear. 

Then Frivolity follow’d (the small London Pride ) 

And lightly the Larkspur tript close to her side; 

The old cap of Folly fair Columbine wore, 

While Flattery , Venus's Looking Glass bore. 

And to speak of good morals the primitive Due, 

In a dress of pale green half inclining to blue; 

Till a TVhite Rose said, silence , which caus’d her to stop, 
For fear of the scales of Injustice (the Hop,) 

Whose weights are so false, that the Rue was afraid, 

Good morals in them might be partially weigh’d. 

Flora s Oracle* came in a gold color’d suit, 

Having left in the earth his indigenous root ; 



* The Dandelion. 
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Tho’ despis’d and neglected, this singular flower 
When duly consulted, can point out the hour . 

The Pimpernel came from her home in the corn, 

Aud the poor little rustic was treated with scorn; 

When she folded her petals and prophesied rain, 

Like another Cassandra, she warn’d them in vain: 

There were some among them , could the weather discern, 
So they bade her to reapers and shepherds return. 


The Wall-flower known as Adversity’s friend, 

And Rosemary and Cypress were gone to attend, 

And to deck out the grave and the winding sheet strew, 
Of a beautiful bud that had dropt where it grew. 

Child of Promise and Hope it was cut down alas 
In mistake by the scythe and lay wither’d like grass. 

By the Yew-tree invited and summon’d by Grief, 

They had put on her garb and each wore the dead leaf \ 
Helinia delared she must follow the bier, 

For Sorrow demanded the fall of her tear. 

And the other chief mourner , the White Asphodel , 
Was oblig’d to attend the funereal knell ; 


D 
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Old Wormwood remark’d that their absence was sad, 

To him absence and death were both equally bad; 

The Thrift with much sympathy heard what was said, 
And she griev’d for the absent and mourned for the dead. 


The Aster of China objected to come, 

Like his countrymen too, he was partiaj to home; 
But Afterthought struck him, he order’d a vest, 
And gaudy and gay was this mandarin drest; 

He travell’d but slowly, yet met at the gate 
With many a cousin as formal and late. 


The Moonwort was absent and no one knew where, 
The Yellow Carnation disdain d to appear; 

Anemone sorely against her own will 
Remain'd in her woods, for she really was ill; 

The Indian Pink felt a rooted aversion 
To public assemblies and foolish diversion. 

And they caus’d the poor Saint-foin so much agitation 
She wisely declin’d the polite invitation. 
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Hemlock came to the portal and tried very hard 
To enter therein without shewing his card; 

But when it was known Heath , was written thereon, 
Zephyr fasten’d the gate and then bade him begone: 
Death’s visage looked grim—he said turning away 
Frost will give me the entree on some future day; 
Arbor-Vitoe remark’d this was merely chagrin, 

In the vales of Elysium death never is seen. 


Vast numbers of plants from all parts of the globe, 
In many a costume and singular robe, 

Attended the court of the goddess to-day, 

With tokens for Cupid to form a bouquet. 

Some wore their court dresses the same as before, 
And appear’d in the stars and the orders they bore, 
While many refus’d in the pageants to act, 

As the Ophrys affirm’d it requir’d much tact. 

And others who often had shone in the field, 

Whose emblems and mottos emblazon’d the shield, 

Had sent an excuse by a native of France 

Old Fleur-de-lys, famed in the page of Romance. 
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Each moment of time wore a roseate hue, ft 

Till the close of the F&te at the fall of the dew ; Her j 

Ambrosia , the food of the gods, we are told And 

Was handed around on bright petals of gold! Froir 

And Nectar supplied for young Cupid to drink, And 

In the cups of the Cowslip fill’d up to the brink. % 

The draughts were delicious—so deep did he quaff, flora 

That he made little Primrose and Hyacinth laugh. Asai 

Then a Garland was gather’d of Roses that grow 
On the evergreen trees that are ever in blow; Love 

With this odorous chaplet fair Virtue was crown'd , Fora 

And hail’d with delight by the beauties around • And 

And incense was offer'd and perfume was shed, Toei 

And sweet honey’d words by sweet flowrets were said, Hep 

Till the music had ceas’d, and the harp in the trees And 

No longer was play’d by the murmuring breeze. 

Then appear’d in the heav’ns a radiant light, How 

’Twas the eye of fair Venus refulgent and bright; Eve’i 

Love knew the kind signal, that time was at hand The. 

When pleasures must close in the sweet floral land, And 

Yet he linger’d a moment to hear in the grove 
Why the Myrtle was ever the emblem of Love. 
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When the goddess of Beauty first sprang from the Sea, 

Her garland was form’d of the green Myrtle-tree, 

And the Houris of paradise gather’d the flow’r 
From the grove that environs Adonis’s bow’r; 

And in joyful remembrance of Venus’s birth 
They dropt a small sprig as a boon to the earth: 

Flora found the fair flow’ret and made it to grow 
As an emblem of Love in her garden below! 

Love listen’d with rapture, but made no reply, 

For a Hose in full bloom had attracted his eye; 

And resolving to have it and make it his own 
To entwine it with Myrtle round Venus’s throne, 

He pluck’d the sweet Hose and he bore it above, 

And render’d it sacred to Beauty and Love. 

Now the Sun in the west hid his diadem’d head, 

Eve’s mantle of mist o’er the garden was spread; 

The Nasturtium* emitted her flashes of light, 

And Convolvolus folded her leaves for the night , 

* The Nasturtium.—This plant is said to emit flashes of light 
after sun-set and during the night. 
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For the dial of Flora is mark’d by the flow’rs 
As opening and closing , they tell of the hours: 

So Time, from his wreath, as he rapidly flew, 

To the goddess a sprig of Forget-me-not threw; 

Then a Zephyr was sent to the lethean spring, 

And return’d with the drops it had caught on its wing; 
And Flora requested her plants to inhale 
The genial moisture supplied by the gale: 

That the flow’rets of earth when refresh’d with the dew, 
Might return in full bloom to the land were they grew. 


Then she bade them their leaves in forgetfulness steep, 
And they bow’d to the Poppy and all fell asleep ; 

And were found on the earth by the first rays of light 
Reviewing these scenes as the visions of night. 


FINIS. 






























THE KEY. 


Under the Rose .......... Silence and Secresy 

The Cowslip and Primrose.Childhood 

A Garland of Willow.Forsaken 

The Harebell ...Constant and True 

The Rose ....Beauty and Love 

Campanula .Constancy 

The Pink ...p u re Love and Affection 

The Lily of the Valley...Happiness 

The Forget-me-not.Remembrance 

The Crimson Carnation.Pure Love 

The Heliotrope .. Ardent Attachment 

Pink Hawthorn, or May.Hope 

The Eglantine.. .Poetry 

E 
























THE KEY. 


The Myrtle.Love 

The Tulip ..A Proposal, a Declaration 

Bouquet .Gallantry 

Reeds .Music Mb?-" 

Tendrils .Ties iWeLiL 

The Chesnut Tree .Splendour and Luxury 

The Vervain....Enchantment JaSinMb 

The Ipomea.Attachment 

The Juniper.. Protection sira,or Srn 

Bright Buds.Promised Pleasure IOEkBru 

Red Roses.. The Pleasures of Childhood and Yi 

Roses of Morn...■* Youth iAmajsnth 

Snow-drop .Hope inhered Ros 

The Crocus ..Bright hopes, bright views, &c. ^Leaves 

The Hepatica .Confidence iswneUe .. 

The Mezereon.Coquetry, desire to please »„. 

The Violet.Modesty iCrmlmp 

The Narcissus .Self-love and Vanity 

The Lucerne.. . .?.... Life ’swreTree. 





























Moss.Maternal Love 

Flowers of brilliant hues.Pleasures and Amusements 

The Thistle, the Briar, the Thorn. .Care, Trouble, Perplexity 

The Daisy...Infancy and Innocence 

The White Lilac.Youth 

The Bitter-sweet Nightshade... .Truth 

Plants in full bloom .. Manhood 

The Michaelmas Daisy.Old Age 

Salvia, or Sage .Esteem 

The Olive Branch ....,... Peace 

Cypress and Yew.Sorrow and Mourning 

The Amaranth... Immortality 

A withered Rose.. ...... .. Fleeting Beauty 

Dead Leaves ...Sadness 

Mignonette ......Good qualities surpass fair charms 

Ivy... Memory and Attachment 

The Crown Imperial .. Power 

The Angrec .. ..Royalty 

Sycamore Tree.....Curiosity 
































THE KEY. 


The Rose, Shamrock and Thistle. 

.England, Ireland, and Scotland 

titth •••• 

The White Lily . 

. Majesty 

Sjinnlh.. 

The Mountain and AlpinePlants. 

. Aristocracy 

BamW* .. 

The Fuschia. 

.Elegance 

iiiitbos, 

Moss Rose ... 

.Joy and Felicity 

lit Pink. 

The Speedwell, or Veronica ... 

. Fidelity 

Owe Tree 

The Fig. 

. Longevity 

Ssrdony ■ 

The Beech . 

. Prosperity 

Whs .. 

The Lotus.. 

, Eloquence 

Sensitive ; 

The Laurel .. 

. Glory 

betas .. 

The Olive.......... 

, Peace 

Marigold 

The Oak .. 

, Strength, Duration, Hospitality 

London 1 

Eglantine .. .... 

• Poetry 

The Lari 

Angelica ..... 

. Inspiration 

lie Col 

The Plane Tree .,.... 

. Genius 

Venus's 

Circsea ....... 

. A spell, a charm 

The Rut 

Hollyhock.... 

.Ambition 

White 1 

Amaryllis. 

. Pride 

The Ho 

Broom ..... 

. Humility 

Wallflc 


























THE KEY. 



Amaranth.Immortality 

Rmmi.ii> ..... Envv 

Helianthus, or Sunflower .. 






Co./lnnr . ... Il’OnV 









Marigold. 

.... Grief and Despair 








.... Folly 

Venus’s Looking-glass .... 


Thf> Rnp .... 




Tim TTrm ...Iniustice 


.... Fidelity in Adversity 


























THE KEY. 


Rosemary. 

j Remembrance, Fidelity, and a 

L Funereal flower 

liborV 

A Beautiful Bud. 


IkAC! 

Yew Tree... 


He Dai 

Dead Leaf.. 


He Pin 

Helenia.. 


Sprint 

The Asphodel. 


AGaria 

Wormwood .......... 


Myrtle 

Thrift ... 


TaeRo! 

China Aster... 


Sasturt 

Moonwort.......... ... 


Convoli 

Yellow Carnation . 


Forget- 

Field Anemone..... 


fliePo 

Indian Pink., 



Saint-foin ... 



Ophrys. 



Hemlock.,._ 



Fleur-de-lis .......... . 



Ambrosia.. 




m 



























and a 



THE KEY. 

Arbor Vitae.The Tree of Life 

The Acanthus. The Arts 

The Dandelion.* Rustic oracles 

The Pimpernel... • • • J 

Hyacinth. Playfulness and Mirth 

A Garland of Roses.R™d of Virtue 

Myrtle. Love 

The Rose.Beauty and Love 

Nasturtium.Warning 

Convolvolus ..Night 

Forget-me-not.Remembrance 

The Poppy .Sleep and Forgetfulness 



















































